The Tragc&ie of Hamlet 
You Rnufl not put another fcandell on him, 

That he is open to incontinence. 

That’s not my meaning, but breath his faults fo qucntly 
That they may feemc the taints of libertic, 

Theflafh and out-brcakeofa fieriemind, 

A fauagenes in vnrcclamed blood, 

.Of gcnerall a (fault. 

Rey. But my good Lord. 

To/. Wherefore fhould you doe this ? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know that. 
fol. Marry fir, beer’s my drift, . 

And I belieue it is a fetch of wit, 

You laying thefe flight Tallies on myfonne 
Ast’were a thing a little foyld with working, 

JVlarke you, your partie in conuerfe, him you would found 
Hauing euer fecnein the prenominat crimes 
The youth you breath ofguiitie, be affur’d 
Tie doles with you in this conlcquence. 

Good fir, (or fo.) or friend, or gentleman, 

According to the phrafe, or the addition 
Of man and country. 

Rey. Very good my Lord. 

fol. And then fir doos a this, a doos, what was I about to fay? 
By the mafle 1 was about to fay fomething, 

Where did I leaue ? 

Rey. At clofes in the conlcquence. 

fol. At clofes in the confequence, I marry, 

He clofes thus, I know the gentleman, 

I faw him ycllerday, or th’other day, 

Or then, or then, with fuch or fuch, and asyou fay, 

There was a gaming there, or tookc in’s rowlc, 

There falling out at T ennis, or perchance 
1 faw him enter fuch a houfe of file, 

Videlizer, a brothell, orfo foorth, fee you now, 

Your bait of falfhood take this carpc of truth, 

And thus doe we of wifedoroe, and of reach* 

With windlefics, and with aflaies of bias. 

By indireftions find dire&ions out. 

So by my former lefturc and aduife 



Prince of Denmar^e. 


Shall you my fonne *, you haue me, haue you not ? 
l\ey. My Lord, I haue. 
fol. Odd buy yc, far ye well. 

Rey. Good iny Lord. 

fol. Oblerue his inclination in your felfe. 

Rey. I fhall mv Lord. 

fol. And ict him ply his mufique. 

Rey. Well my Lord. Exit Rey . 

Snter Ophelia. 

Fol. Farewell. How now Ophelia, whats the matter ? 
Oph. O my Lord, my Lord, I haue bccnc fo affrighted, 
•Fol. With what i’th name of God ? 

Ophe. My Lord, as I wasfowingin my doflet. 

Lor d Hamlet with his doublet all vnbrac’d, 

No hat vpon His head, his ftockins fouled, 

Vngartred, and downc gyued to his ancle. 

Pale as his fhirt, his knees knocking each other. 

And with a looke fo pittious in purport 
As if he had been loofed out of hell 
T o fpeakc of horrors, he comes before me. 

Fol. Mad for thy loue ? 

Oph. My lord I doe not know. 

But truly I doe feare it. 

Fol, What laid he ? 

Oph. He tooke me by the wrift, and held me hard, 
Then goes he to the length of all his arnie. 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow. 

He falls to fuch perufall of my face 
As a would draw it, long ftayd he fo, 

At laft ,-a little fhaking of mine armc. 

And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downe, 

He raifd a figh fo pittious and profound 
As it didfeeme to fhatcer all his bulke, 

And end his bccing 5 that done, he lets me goc, 

And with his head ouerhis fhoulder turn’d 
Hce feem’d to find his way without his eyes, 

For out adoorcs he went without theyr helps, 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 







